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The World’s Great Battles.

MOST of the great battles fought long ago were over in

a day. Waterloo lasted six hours; Sedan, twelve and
a half; Gravlotte, nine hours; Mars la Tour, ten hours;
Konigsratz, eight hours; Alma, three and a half hours;
Leipzig, three days; Gettysburg, three days.
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Another Installment of ““The Dark Star’’ Appears Today
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This Day in History.
] IS is the amniversary of the death in 1772 of Emanuel ||
Swedenborg, the Swedish mystic who founded the cult
He believed that God alone lives, that
man is dead and his apparent life is the divine presence. ||
There are now about 20,000 members of his church |}

“THE DARK STAR”

Jim Neeland, Taking Rue by the Waist, Tilts Back Her Head and Kisses
Her Soft Warm Lips as He Says Goodnight, and She Shyly
Thinks the Experience Agreeable.

¢ W  synoPmIs

Ruhannah Carew, born in Trebizond,
Saughter of an Amerioan missionary.
Reversnd Wilbour Carew, accompanies
har parents to their old home in Gay-
fsld, New York State, after the father
had been isd by & Mohammedan
fanstic, Her favorite smusement is
r'l with the wonder box of the
&ls Herr Conrad Wilner, a fow pages
of whoss diary are always read by her
2.‘_,_&“‘ n_‘ghmm to her s &
with which Rue
dreppet frem & rachs o the Bospbor

s t in the or-
fished it w-m the body of &
girl sewn in a mck.

‘Whner, a8 an mﬁ: “h:}'t German
makes ns
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box to Rav, Mr, Carew safe keep-

with instructions 1o send the plans

in case he iz Kkilled, He is

death but Mr. Carew keeps

displays s talent for
Ehe learns she i=s to get a
$0.000 mwpon her marriage
Jim WNeeland, a young
kes him.

CHAPTER IV—Continned.

He remained silent, sorry for her,
thinking also that the chances were
against her having any particular
talent, consoling a heart that was
unusually sympsathetic and tender
with the conclusion that this girl
would be happier here in Brookhol-
low than scratching around the
purlieus of New York to make both
onds mest.

“It's & tough deal,” he remarked,
abruptly. “—I mean this art stuff.
You work like the dickens and kick
your heels in ante-rooms. If they
take your stuff they send you back
o slter it or redraw it I dom't

Jhow anybody makes a living
at i n tha beginning.™
t yout™

“I? No.” Hs reddened: dut she
caonld mot netice it in the moonlight
“N§” be 3 “T have an al-
1 from my father.
at it get™ - .

“Cogyldn't 3 man—a girl—support
hepself by drawing pictures for
magazines™ she inguired tremu-
lously.

“0b, well,” of conrse there are some
whé have arriyed—and they man-

Some even make
.you know.™

she . repeated, mysti-

There's

I'm new

of money.
Star, Jean Throssel,
all kinds of wealth, they
her spidery, filmy girls
ets and cheesecloth dinner

» -

'ﬁg:namnaﬁu

W e girl, Belinda Waythorne,
! yod —does all that stuff for
the : - Glass—Tuturist graft,

no mouths on her people—she
makes hers, T understand.”

It was rather difficult for Rue to
follow him amid the vernscular

E

Art Work Hard Sleddiag.

“Then, of course” he continued,
“men likg Alexamder Fairleas, and
Phitip Lightwood who imitates him,
maks fortunes out of thelir drawiog.
1 could name a dozen, perhaps. But
the resi—hard sledding, Miss Ca-
rew®

“Ix it very hard?™

*Well, I don't know what on earth
1'd do if dad didn't back me as his
rm'ln

“A father ought to, if he can of-
ford It." -

“Oh, I'll pay my way some day.
It's in me. I feel it; 1 know it T'H
make plenty of money,” he assured
ker confidently.

“I'm pure you will”

“Thamk you.,” he smiled. “My friends
tell sve I've got it in me. 1 have
ond Triend in particular—the Prin-
«pas Mistchenka—who has all kinds
of confidence In my fuiure. When
I'm blue she bolsters me up. She's
qguits wonderful. 1 ows her a Jot
‘or asking me to her Sunday nights
and for giving me her friendship.™

“A-—princess™ whispered the girl,
who bhad drewn pictures of thou-
sands but was a little startled to
réalize that such fabled creatures
really exisy

“ls she very beantiful™ she add-
ed.

“C|he's tremendously pretiy.”

“Her—clothes are very beantiful,
1 suppose.” ventured Rue.

“Well—they're veryr — smart
liverything about her |s smart. Her
Sunday night suppers are wonder-
ful, You meet people who do things
-—all mort—everybody who is some-
body.™

“T think myself very Ilucky that
the Princeas Mistchenka should be
my friend, because, honestly, Mias
imrew, I don't see what there is in
me %o interest suck & woman™

Rus thought she could see, but
remalined silent,

“1f 1 had my way.” sald Neeland,
a few moments later. “I'd drop tlius-
trating and paint battle scenes, But
it wouldn't pay. you see.”

“Couldn’t you supporti yourself by
pamting battles™

“Not yet.” he sald honestly. “Of
sourse 1 bave hopes—intentions—"
be laughed, drew his reins: the sil-
very chimes clashed and jingied
and flashed in the moonlight; they
had arrived,

At the door he said:

“7 hope fome day you'll have a
chance to take lessons. Thank you
for dancing with me. * * * If you
eyer 4o come 1o New York to study,
1 hope you'll let me know.™

“Yes” she sald, *I will™

He was halfway to hir pleigh,
lnoked batk, saw here looking back
as the entered the lighted doorway.

“Good-night, Rue." he said impul-
gively, warmly sorry for her,

“Good-night.” she sald.

The drop of Irieh blood in him
prompled him to go back Lo where
whe stood framed in the lighted
Aoorway. And the same drop wWas no
doubt responsible for his taking her
by the walst and tilling back her
tiead !n itz fur hood and kizsing
Lwer soft. swarm lips.

she locked up at him in a flushed,
pewilderad port of way, not resgist-
ing; but his =yes Were so gay and

mischievous, and hia quick smile =0
engaging that a breathleas, uncar-
tain smile began to edge her lips;
and it remained stamped there, stif-
fening cven after he had jumped
into his cutter gnd had driven away,
jingling joyvously out into the daz-
zling moonshine,

Ruoe Liked the Kiss.

In bed, the window open, and the
covers pulled to her chin, Rue lay
wakeful, living over again the
pleasures of the evening; and Nee-

1and's face was always before her

open eyes, and his pleasant wvoice
seemed to be sounding in her ears.
As for the kiss, it did not trouble
her. Girls she went with were not
infrequently so saluted by boy=.
That, being her own first experi-
ence, was important only in that de-
gree. And she shyly thought the
experience agreeable. And, as she
recalled, revived, and considered all
that Neeland had said, it seemed to
her that this young man led an en-
chanted life and that such as he
wers indeed companions fit for prin-
cesses.

“Princess Mistchenka.” she repeat-
ed aloud to herself. And somewhow
it sounded vaguely familiar to the
girl, as though somewhere, long ago,
she had heard another voice pro-
nounce the name,

CHAPTER ¥.

Ex Machina
After she had become accustomed
to the smell of rancid oil and dye-

stuffs and the interminable racket
of mschinery she did not find her
work at the knitting mill disagree-
able. It was like any work, she
imagined, an uninteresting task
which had to be done.

The majority of the girls and
yYoung men of the willage worked
there in wvarious capacities; wages
were fair, salaries = Dbetfer, union
regulations prevallied. There was
nothing to complain of.

And nothing to expect except
possible imcresse in wagea., holi-
days, and a disgquleting chance of
getting caught in the machinery,
which famillarity soon discounted.

As for the social status of the
mill workers, the mill was Gay-
fleld; and Gayfield was s village
where the simpler traditions of the
republic &till survived:; where
theres existed no invidious dis-
tinction in vocation; a typlcal old-
time community harboring the re-
mifios of & Grand Artay Post and
too many churches of (0o many de-
nominations; where the
metropolitan stranger was syste-
matically “dope”; where distrust of
all cities and desirs to live in them
was equaled only by a passion for
moving picturesa and automobiles:
where the school trustees used
double negalives and traced their
ancesiry to Colonial considerables
—wheo, howaver., had signed their
names in “lower case” or with a
Maltese cross—the world in min-
lature, with its due proportion of
petty graft, petty squabbles. envy.
kindness, jealousy, generosity,
lazine=s, ambition. stupidity, intel-
ligence, honeety, hypoecrisy, hatred,
affection, badness and goodness, as
standardized by the code establieh-
ed according to folk-ways on earth
—in brief, a perfectly human com-
manity composed of the usual in-
gredients, worthy and unworthy—
that was Garfleld, Mohawk County,
New York.

EBelore spring came—before the
first robin appeared, and while icy
roade still lay jcy under sunlit
pools of snow-water—a whole win-
ter indoors, and a sedentary one,
had changed the smoothly tanned
and slightly freckled chesks of
Rue Carew 1o a thinner and paler
oval. Under her transparent skin
a tea-rose pink came and went: un-

der her grav eves lay bilulsh
shadows. Also, floating particles
of dust, fleecy and microscople

motes of colton and wool filling the
air in the room where Ruhannah
worked, had begun te irritate her
throat and bronchial tubes; and the
girl developed an intermittent
cough.

Goes te Bex Factory.

When the first bluebird arrived
in Gayfield the cough was no longer
intermittent; and her mother sant
ber to the vwillage doctor. Ro Rue
Carew was transferred to the box
factory adjoining, in which the
mill made ji= own paper boxes
where young women sat all dav
at intelligent machines and fed
them with squares of pasteboard
and stripe of gilt paper; and the in-
telligent and gratefol meachines re-
sponded by turning out hundreds
and hundreds of complete baxes, all
neatly gilded. pasted, and labeled.
And after a little whila Ruhannah
was able to nourish one of thepe
obliging and responsive machines,
And by July her cough had left her.
and two delicate freckles adorned
the bridge of her nose.

The half-mile walk from and to
Brookhollow twice a day was keep-
ing her from rapid physical da-
generation. Yel, like all Northern
American summers, the weather be-
came f{earfully hot in July and
August, and the half-mile even in
~arly morning and at 6 in the sven-
ing left her listless, mnarvously
dreading the grea! concrete-lined
room, the reek of glue and o1l, the
swealy propinquity of her neigh-
bors, and the monotonous appeétite
of the gprawling machine which she
fed sll day long with pasteboard
EQUATes.

She went to her work in early
morning, bareheaded, in a limp pink
dress very much open at the throat,
which happened to be the merciful
mode of the moment—a slender,
sweel-lipped thing, beginning to
move with grace now—and hear
¢ hestnut hair burned gold-pale by
the sun.

There came that movable holiday
in August, when the annual shut-
down for repaire closed the mill and
box factory during foriy-eight
hours—a matter of preseribing ofl
and new bearings for the overfed

-

chance.

A Wonderful New Novel

By ROBERT W. CHAMBERS

parapel, propping the pole desper-
ately against her body, and stood
so, unbending., unyieiding., her eyes
fixed on the water where the laut
line cut it at forty-five degrees,

At the same time two men in &
red runabout speeding westward

machines so that their digestions
should remain . unimpaired and
their dizspositions amiable.

It was a hot August morning. in-
tensely blue and still, with that
siow. subtle concentration of =us-
pended power in the sky, ominous

¢f thunder hrooding somewhere caught sight of the sharp turn by
bevond the western edges of the the bridge which the ruins of the
world. paper mill had hidden. The man

driving the car might have made it
even then had he not seen Ruhan-
nah in the center of the bridge. It
was instantly all off: s0o were both
mud guards and one wheel.

S0 were driver and passanger
floundering on their backs among
the rank grass and wild flowers.
Ruhannah, petrified, still fast to her
fish, gazed at the catastrophe over
her right shoulder.

A broad. short, squarely bullt
man of forty emerged from the
weeds, went hastily to the car and
did s=omething to it. Nolse ceased:;
clouds of steam continued to ascend
from the crumpied hood.

The other man, evén shorter, but
slimmer, sauntered out of & bed of
milkweed whither he had been
catapulted. He dusted with his
elbow a gray felt hat as he stool
looking at the wrecked runabout;
his comrade, still clutching a cigar
between his teeth, continued to ex-
amine the car.

“Hell!™ remarked
thick-set man,

Thonder Booma Agnin.

“It's going to rain like it, too.,”
added the other. The thunder
boomed again beyond Gayfield hills.

“What do you know about this!”
growled the thick-set man. in utter
disgust. Do we hunt for a garage,
or what™

“It's up to you, Eddie. And, say!
What was the matter with wyou?
Don't you know a bridge when you
sée one ™

“That damn girl—" He turned
and logked at Ruhannah, who waa
dragging the big, fapping pickerel
over the parapet by main strength.

The men scowled at her in si-
lence, then the one addressed as
Eddie rolled his clgar grimly into
the left corner of his jaw.

“Damn little skirt.” he observed
briefly. "It seems to worry her &
lot what she's done to us”™

“l wonder does she know she
wrecked us' suggested the other.
He was a stunted, wiry little man
of thirty-five. His head ses
silghtly too large: be had a
face with the sloe-black eyes, but-
ton nose, and the widely chiseled
mouth of & circus clown.

The eyes of the short-thick-set
man were narrow and gravish-
green in a round, smoothly shaven
face. They narrowed still more as
the thunder broke louder from the
wesh

Ruhannah, dragging her fish over
the grass. was coming toward them;
and then the man called Eddie
st ppad forward to bar her progress.

“Say, girlle.,” he began, tha cigar
siill tightly screwad into his cheek,
“is there a juice mill anyvwhere near
us, d'yv'know™

“What!" said Rue.

Nuhannah aided her mother with
the housework, picked peas and a
squash and a saucer full of yellow
pansies in the weedy little garden,
and, at mnoon, dined on the trophies
of her husbandry, physically and
esthetically.

Draws Stone Bridge.

After dinner, dishes washed, and
room tidied, she sat down on the
narrow, woodbine-infested veranda
with pencil and paper, and at-
tempted to draw the stone bridge
and the little river where it spread
in deeps and shallows above the
broken dam.

Perspective was unknown to her;
of classic composition she was also
gerenely ignorant, so the absence
of these in her picture did not an-
noy her. On the contrary, there was
something hideously modern and re-
cessional in her vigorous endeavor
to include in her drawing every-
thing her gray eyes chanced
to rest on. She even arose and
gently urged a cow into the already
overcrowded composition, and, hav-
ing accomplished its portrait with
Cezanne-like fidelity, was beginning
to look about for Adoniram to in-
clude him also, when her mother
called to her, holding out a pair of
old gloves.

“Dear, we are going 1o s=ave a
little money this year. Do wyou
think you could catch a few fish
for supper™

The girl nodded. took the gloves,
laid mside her pencil and paper,
picked up the long bamboo pole
from the veranda floor, and walked
zlowly out into the garden.

A trowel was sticking into the dry
earth near the flower bed, where
poppies, and pansies, and petunias,
and phlox bordered the walk.

Under a lilac the ground seemed
moister and more promising for
vermicular investigation; she drew
on her gloves, dug a few holes with
the trowel, extracted an angleworm,
frowned slightly, holding it between
gloved fingers, regarding its contor-
tions with pity and aversion.

To bait & hook was not agresable
to the girl: she managed to do it,
however, then shouldering her pole
she walked aeross the road and
dowmn to the left. through ramk
grasses and patches of milkweed,
bergamot, and queen’s lace, scatler-
ing a cloud of brown and siiver-
spotted butterflies,

Alder, elder, and Indian willow
barred her way; rank thickets of
jewelweed hung vivid blossoming
drops across her path; woodbine
and clematis trailed dalnty snares
to catch her in their fairy nets: a
rabbit scurried out from behind the
ruined paper mill as she came to
the swift, shallow water below the
dam.
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Casta Her Line Over.
Into this she presentiy plumped
ber line, and the next instant jerk- | : '3‘;?!’“’-" - aio
; : €8 12re 2 one at Gayfleld.
ed it out again with a wriggling. ‘ ~How far. girlie®™

silvery minnow flazhing on the Rue flushed. but! answered
hook. “1t iz half a mile to Gayfield.”
Carrving her pole with its tiny, ‘TThe other man, noticing the color

in Ruhannah’'s face, took off his
pearl-gray hat. His language was
less grammatical than his friend's,
{ but his instincts were better.

I “Thank vou,” he said—his com-

glittering victim dangiing aloft,
Rus hastily retraced her steps to
the road, crossed thie bridge to the
further end, =eated herself on the

Rue Cast Line. Hook, and Minnow Far Out Into the Pond.

limestone parapet, and, swinging panion staring all the while at the | ;"IIH?F:JI'?“S“ .«l ::Tmmp.b - \ T ”:t. r{‘“‘j‘i" am.ld r::?ner
her pole with both hands, cast line | girl without the slighest expres | 1 e Febe O b a0 e ale  the b had address oo
and hook and minnow far out into sion. “Is there a telephone in any | wu:.r.-t “;r’ = 'r"__“‘_'t.n:' by R TOne: '_,“": "‘w eviabis ke saliTingiis
the pond. It was a business ’.'h' of them houser. miss™—glancing did all the listening before he came ing .-“ih..-'r'h‘ ‘ “1 llupv you "vi.ll be
did not care for—this extinguishing around behind him atl the three edi- to ConcMEltme tisat Felnxed ¢t sthit- . uTn'urt':.'r;I» . }
the Jife spark in anything. DBut, fices which composed the crossroads nesa of hiz attitude and the lmmo- "\l-'d _"!“'E continued to descend the
like her mill wur_!\. il appeared to r.llle:d_Brnokhu!Iow, | bility of his Jarge, round {acs \T"“r"_ '1 -,—.r'r‘.-- otk h-.i.slr?)' noé
be ntcemfary business, arld..!u e “Ne." nald Rue. Then, atl ease under rircumstances -: w-a'a-‘a:h-- cared very mu‘-'h to
garding it. =he went about iL It thundered again: the world and condition® which he began to ratie’ o "1_ tL 3 of HEn

The pond above the half-ruined | around had become very dusky and rumpr{*!u‘-nd' Sl BaGe: an. KISIEDTS alle te 18 ind of :
dam lay ErY =till; her captive min- ' silent and the fash veined a rapidl_\' \ ;'unlrm;nt far. he became urbane wml It L spare hedfroom wh:lhor
now swam about with apparentiy | blackening west | conversational. and a littie amused ;... — Ir";l-;r\.:l-a had been con-
no discomfort, trailing on the sur- “IUs going to rain buckeis" said ta find nuvigation so simple, even Aniictad 4 '_','_‘"ﬂ_" S ptnlmi- =
face of the pond above him LUhe the man called Eddie. “If yvou live ¢ when out of his proper «lement '.i-. ._..;_- .T.‘r-.l“;--nr‘m-' .ahak\‘ ﬁi¢pi0
cork which buoyed the hook around here, can you le us comse | From the book on the invaiid's ;.'I-I .'mrrj.ﬁl-r-- h. f--mh shirt and

Rue, her pole «lasped In hoth { into vour house till its over, girl ; knees. Brandes took his and o .'“_' w _’ :,t;l; Sabi h;- turn at
hands betweéen her knees gazed | er miss™ the conversatlon develaped nto « e ha -.“‘ |- , b 1--;--41 h'-'mrnv on
with preoccupied e€yes oOul across ' i | monologue on the present vondition ry " ',1. W o g '
the water. On the sindy shore a “I'm Mr. Brandes  Ed Brandes, of of foreign missjons— skilfully in “Say Her remarked Brandes
pair of speckled tip-ups ran busily New York spesking through | spired by the respectful attention ".l':']-. w r. :» baee -.r:"ul '\T';’n we
aboui. dipping and bobbing, or | vigrr-clutching teeth. ““This {« Ben | gnd the brief and ingeniou- ques- | . ’d““‘n:t it S " the ‘v;d e
spread their white, siriped wings to Stul, of the same. * * * it'g rain- | ;iops of Brandes don't !-‘I'l..l'._.lu" rr =r...‘rtm.r.' men.
=heer the still surface of the pond, ing already. I# that vour house®’ “Doublless.” concluded 1he Hew s & n‘m_,"., "., u‘;metl'm:"
swing shoreward wiith bowed wings “I hwe there,” said Rue, nodding Mr. Carew. “vyou are famiiiar with b_;!'”'” l»rtu'i‘ his --‘r:p:\:nzl fuce of
again, and resume Ineir formal, arross the bridge “You may go the life of Rev. Adoniram Judsom, | B e I 'r‘”"'n the Basin
guaint, and busy manners, in.’ ] Mr. Brandes® _,_\'\‘h‘l._:"";._’.‘ Bl :

From the interstices of the lime- It turned out to be Drendes fav-

Rae Walks Abead.
stone parapet grew a white blue- She walked ahesd, dragging the ‘ orite book. Afraid te Shock FPeopie.
bell—the only one Rue had ever ih. Stull went ta the car., took | “You will recaoliect then, the "1 sav we don't want to give the
seen. As long as she could remem- : d amazingly conditions  in India nld 1 T < i
“ a L : 4 people a shock. You know what
ber it had come up there every | .%o Suitcaxes from the boot; | pich confronted Dr. Judson and AN i &
vear and bloomed, snow white | Drandes threw both overcoats over his wife. o B L fe L
amid a world of itx biy comrades | his arm, and followed in the wake | Brandes recollected perfeetly “What da ! care what they
in the grass below. She looked for I of Rubhannah snd her fish | with & slow glance at Stull think ”
:l nnvlv'. saw 1l 1n ]:'_tud-——l'hrrf sturdy “No Saratoga and no races te- | Conditions In Armenin. “Can't you be polite ™
=talks s=prouting at righ: angleas dayv, Eddie,” remarked Stull. But = h . oh od aiid the "l can be better than that: | can
from the wall and curving up par- | Hrandes' narrow. grey-green cyes A0 el W DOARESS. A By 285 Lt ol ~d his
allel to it. Somehow or other she were following Ruhannah I invalid, God be thanked. And ¥ hnngs sa:d Stall, drying b
. g | : ) g
had come to associate this white “It's & pity.” continued Stull,| conditions in Armenia are changinz | SoUr visage with a Mimsy towel
freak of nature with herself —she “somebody didn't learn vou to drive | for the better. I hope” | After Iirandes had tied his polka-
scarcely knew why. It comforted | a1 car before you ask your friends \ “leat us hope so0." returned | dot tie carefully hefore the blurred
her, oddly, 1o sea 1L agam, still sur- jov-riding." | [ mirror
¥iving, stll delicately vigorous. “*Aw—shut up,” returned Brandes | Brandes soiefnnl} | R = - h
though where among thoge stone slowly, between his teeth. | “To doubt it is to doubt the gnod- W hat dp vou mean by that @
#labe 1t found itr nourishment she They climbed the flizht of steps ness of the Almighty.,” saild the | asked sioludls
pever could imagine tn the verandah, through a rapidiy Rev. Mr. Carew His dreamy eves “Ah-1 know what T mean. Ed-
‘lit::dmt;::-: ::::;‘ or“:::e sl\;: hbad :hir;-kr\mng kl?o:n w}';lr!; w’.'a.-thrlrlnﬁd became fixed on the rain-splashed . die So do you. Yowrte a smooth
*d  sinc . : Wes e- wide opan at intervals by lightning ) - = == | & : -
came gradually duller and the air So Brandes and his shandow, Ben- window, burned x little With zom- | (Riker, nip-H@he. \nu' - imle.n
stiller; and now, over the Gayfield nie Stull, eame into the home of | ber inward “Rhl | and look wise, too, when there’s
hllll. a tall l']l'lud thrual up silvery- Ruhannan Carew. “In Tfebl?.l\n'l. he began, “in my l anvthing n it for you Tuat are
'dll'led convolutions Lloward a zenith Her mother. who had obsarved time— o the wav you got Steln te put up
&Ull royally and magnificently blue their approach from the window His wife came into the room, say- : . ' OA )
- . . (e for And all you
She had been sitting there watch- opened the door ing that the spare bedchamber was , s:':::f :"a-: ':‘ ,l.r.-p\ln'_::. Stim and Liop
ing her swimming cork for over an “Mother," xaid Ruhannah. “here | ready and fthat the —gentlemen | 0 G000 o,
hour when the first light western | is the fish 1 caught—and two gen- | might wish to wash hefore supper, | "5, 0 0 L0000 on air almost
breeze arrived, spreading a daintv tlemen. "’ | which would be ready in a little | JM;]['J' and anots Stull upoen the
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fish she nearly lost her balance, he and Stull. srated in the sitting- quite undersianding how te recon- | RS ST Met]
room, lheir bals upon their knees, cile his polite words and pleasant T BE (ONTINLED MONDAY,

scrambled hastily down from Lhe

L

4
i

_*

|
|
|
|

When a Girl Marries

A STORY OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE

Anne Doesn’t Get Very Far in Trying
To Remold Virginia’s Ideas of
Pat Dalton

By Ann Lisle.

(Copyright 195, King Features Syndicals,

Inc.)
CHAPTER CIIL

66 RGINIA, aren’'t Jacque-
minet roses your favor-
itee?™ 1 asked., staking

my hopes of reconciling her and

Pat on her reply to that question.

Virginia's eysbrows lifted quinzi-
cally, and she amiled reminiscently
for a second before she replied:

“Yesa, they are. Why do you ask
that with such a grave air, Anne™

“Because it wasn't just an acei-
dent that Pat remembered. Of
course he wouldn't go spying around
on you. Of course he wouldn't ask
me to keep him Informed of your
address. But when a lucky chance
gave it to him—he remembered what
flowers you liked best—and sent
them with Sweetheart roses.”

As 1 spoke each word tenderly
and with slow emphasis, Virginia
sat staring at me with puzzied
eyes. The quiszical smile still
touched her lips, but it was fad-
ing—and with an air half terrified,
hal! defiant, she was alternately
twisting her white hands and then
forcing them to lie still In her lap.
At last she turned to me with a
ahy smile that seamed to belong
to no phase of Virginia ever befors
revealed to me.

“You seem very fond of Patl. Anne,
You seem to—believe in—his sin-
cerity. Have you known him long?
Actually I don't kmow how you
came to meet him"

“I met him at the Blue Dragon
Inn one day when wea were molor-
ing with Betty and Terry.” 1 sald,
glad that T could tell this much of
the truth, and hoping that I
wouldn't need to reveal the rest of

it
How They Met.

‘“T'he Blue Dragon? People do
meet at all sorts of out of the way
places,” sald Virginia Idly.

Then she loocked up to answer the
maid who stood in the doorway.

“Yea, Amandat™

“Mr. Sheldon Blake at the tele-
phone, Mrs. Daltoa,” replied the girl

Puss in Boots

A

By David Cory. -

I'r was Christmas eve as FPuss

Junior and Tom Thumb came to

a preity village. Over the spark-
ling smow the villagers were bring-
ing in fir trees from the forest
Sleigh bells rang out merrily and
troops of children filled the strest.
Tom Thumb was perched on Puss
Junior's shoulder, for the snow was
deep, and it was impossible for twe
such short legs aa Tom's to tramp
through the drifis

Hello!™ exclaimed a big. good-
natured man, who was dragging a
large fir tree over the snow, “look
who's here. Tom Thumbd and Puass
in Boots. Come home with me, my
little friends. My children will be
happy to see you.”

“Thank you, my good sir,” replied
Pusgs Junkor. “What say you, Tom?
Shall we accept this Kkind invita-
tion™"

“Of course,” replied Tom.

“Then follow me,” said the man
“The sun will sgon be going down,
and [ must get this tree home in
time to hang the presents on it"™

“We will help you.  e¢ried Puss
Junior and Tom Thumb.

“Ha, ha!™ laughed the man. I
think I'il bang Mr, Tom Thumb on
the tree. He would make a very
fine presént”™

Tom leaned over and whispered
in Puss Junior's ear: 1 dom't want
to be hung!™

“Neaver fear.” replied Puas Junior,
“T shall allow no one to hang you
for a present, or put you in thes toe
of a stocking You are my little
comrade, and together we go, you
and 1.7

Well, by-and-by they arrived at
the man's house, wher®s a troop of
merry children ran out to greet
them: and when they saw Puss
Junior and Tom Thumb they shouted
with delight: *“Oh. father, where
did vou find these two dear little
fellows ™

And after supper. when Mr. Hor-
ner opensd the parior door, a bean-
tiful sight met their eyes. The tree
wax hung from ftop to Dbottom
with lovely presents. Tha candles
twinkled and winked among the
silver tingel, and the colored balls
and trinkets glistened upom the
branches.

Then Puss Junior and the children
daneed around the tree. while Tom
Thumb, being so very little, stood
upon the table and beatl a amall toy
drum with all his might. And after
the children were tired of dancing
the presents were given out. and
Puss received a lovely pair of mit-
tens and Tom Thumb a little fur
eoat. while—

“Little Jack Horner sat in a corner,

Eating a Chriztmas pie.

He put in his thumb and he took
out a plum.
And sald, “What a good boy am
| e

Copyright, 1819, David Cory
(Te Be Continved.)

DO YOU LIKE BOOKS?

Ravaged Poland's part in the
greal war |s portrayed vividly in a
new book by Beatrice Baskerville,
“The Playground of Satan.™ In a
masterly story, vivid in description
and tender in human appeal, the
author finds her chief characters
in an aristocratic famiilvy who date
from the Crusaders. A compelling
story of love and supreme sacrifice,

| making an Intemsc appenl to the
| sympathy and understanding of the

rende; Mubllshed he W_ T Whatt
i & Uo, New York., Price, $1.50 ne:.

~ those of a sensitive racehorse,

with an air of assurance that showed
this was by no means the first time
she had reported Sheidon Blake st
the 'phone.

“Tell Mr. Blake that I am busy
now and cannot come to the "phone,”
ordered Virginia, with no guicken-
ing of interast.

Amanda looked at me with an ajr
that seemed to proteat “Call this
busyT Why. this is only a lady
calling om You—you don't need ta
put off a handsome gentleman whe
tips the way Mr. Blake does, for
her.”

Aloud she asked:

“Shall T tell Mr. Blake (o0 call
later?”

“No, Amanda—just tell Mr, Blake
that I am buysy.” i

Virginia turned again Lo me: “You
were telling me about the party

| Batty and Terry gave at the Blue

Dragon lon. Do go on, Anna™
“Why, we were motoring with

them—and Terry stopped to ‘pheome

—and my brother Neal came flying

out to ask us to joln him™ I said

awkwardly, a little timid about tes
many details.

“Was Pat with your brother?™
Where did they meet™ .

“Through Evvy,” I replied. stifi
more uneasily. The conversatios
was threatening getting away from
me, and I didn't see quite whers It
was going to land us both.

Virgtaia a Skeptte.

twisting in bhe l::f
gan ng in ber agsain,
her nostrils quivered a bit,
“He wasn’'t really with any
special, but in a party
and Evvy and Miss Sturges.” I
ried. “Then we all joined
and the very first thing he did
to ask Jim: ‘How's Jeanie®™ "
Virginia igmored that.
“Miss Sturges?™ she sald. “Net
Carlotta Sturges™

"Yes,” 1 agreed., wondering why

s
>
2

my own heart was pounding s

frantically.

Virginia stared at me—through
me—ahe seemed to be gathering her
forces. No longer were her whits
hands twisting in her lap. m
:I.‘caebd, l:h:nr side for a

then y faji relaxed, palms
e T oo
elt as must say so X
I weant floundering on: -

“Miss Sturges is in my unit at the
canteen—a big, red-headed girl, a
little crude, but completely kind-
hearted. She saved me from an
ugly scrape my first day on duty at
the canteen.” ;

“Kind-hearted—oh, yes' Isn't It
queer, Anne, the havoec kind-hearted
people create? I've a phone mes-
sage to get off at ence; will yom
excuse me while I attend to it and
order your tea™

With her old queanly dignity sad
aloofness, Virginia rose and left me
to face my own qusstions.

When she spoke so pointediy of
the havoc kind-hearted people cre-
ate, did she mean that I had—done
more harm than good? Or 4id she
refer to Carlotia she
even knoW the girl™ And. above
all, straws showing the way of the
wind, had she gone to telephons
Sheldon Blake?

{To Be Continmed)

CakesfromBread

Crumbs

The following recipes for using
up stale crumbs will be apprecis~
ted by many:

Nut Cakes

Twelve ounces of fine bread-
crumbs, half a pound of flour. foar
ounces of fine oocoanutl, four ouncas
of margarine. four ounces of moist
sugar. a quarter of an ounce of
powdered ammonia, a pinch of spiea,
Dissolve the ammonia in a gill of
milk or water. mix the flour,
erumbs, cocoanut and spices togeth-
er, rub the margarine and the
sugar in finely, then mix up stiff
with the milk or water, adding mors
if mecessary: roll it out a quarter
of an Inch thick with the roiling-
pin, cat rounds out about four inch-
es across, place on greased tins
wat the tops with milk, sprinkle
with cocoanut, and bake in a hod
oven. .

A Cheap Fruit Cake.

This &8 a very cheap cakes that
can be made in small tins or oo a
aslab tin:

Half a pound of fine crumbs, half
a pound of flour, & quarter of am
ounce of powdered smmonia, feur
ounces of brown sugar, three cunces
of margarine, half a pound of cur-
rants, two ounces of cut pesl, half
a pint of milk, a littie spice. Dissolve
the ammonia in the milk, rudb the
margarine and the sugar into the
flour, them mix the crumbs and
spice well in: add the milk., and

=4

unhappy. T -

when half-mixed add the fruit and -

mix the whole to a soft cakes bag-
ter. Fill into small or large tina
flatten the tops, and bake in a hot
oven.

The Artful Parent.

“Willie has been attending to him
pianoforte lessons very faithfully
of late,” sald the youth's mother.
“I don't have any trouble with him
now.” “How did you manage 1t™
asked his unecle. “Some of the
neighbors complained of the moise
his exercises made, and I told him
about it. Now he thinks it's fum
o practice.™

Te begin saving an a small seala
To develop ths
| thrifs habit, buy War Savings SMMamps.
T's smve an n adll grenter scule, boy

huy Thriftr Stamps.

VA ietory Libertyp Honds




